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creative fervour such as his from which the patient escaped
fatal results.

He sent his manuscripts East as soon as he had typed
them, using his remaining cash for stamps. When they
came back rejected he sold his books and clothing for small
sums, borrowed wherever he could, and continued to write.
But when the household had used its last dollar, and there
was no more food, Jack set aside his pencil and found a job
in the laundry of the Belmont Academy, where Frank Norris
had been a student. His board and lodging was provided, so
that he could turn over the thirty dollars a month wage,
after taking out tobacco money, to Flora. His job was to sort,
wash, starch, and iron the white shirts, collars, cuffs, and
white trousers of the students and professors and their wives.

He sweated his way through long weeks at a task that was
never done, working nights under electric lights to keep up
with the soiled laundry. The trunk of books he had taken
with him so hopefully remained unopened, for when the
day's work was done he had his supper in the kitchen of the
Academy, and fell into bed. On Sundays all he could do was
lie in the shade, read the comics, and sleep after the eighty-
hour work week. Occasionally on a Sunday, if he was not
too exhausted, he would pedal his bicycle down to Oakland
to spend a few hours with Mabel Applegarth. He knew that
he was trapped in a blind alley, but he did not know where to
turn. Should he quit and take another job? But jobs were
all alike; when a man laboured for wages there was no time
for leisure, for reading arid thinking, even for living. He
was just another machine into which was poured sufficient
food and sleep to do the next day's work. He asked himself
how long he would have to toil thus meaninglessly, and
where the road lay that would lead him to the life he
wanted.

Fate presented him with the answer. Gold was discovered
in the Klondike, and when the first great rush started in the
spring of 1896, Jack was in the vanguard. The fact that
Flora and John London had been living on his thirty dollars
a month, that he had given up both the University and his